November, 192.7.
When I got to the office this morning S------
G------was there in the room, all blown out with
contained words, like a stuttering bagpipe.
"Sair," he exclaimed, as I lifted the mosquito
curtain, "sair, we are all in tight water."
Never have I known Indian inventiveness more
apt or easy, more simple, more appropriate. Is it
possible to find any epithet more fitting for water
than "tight"?
Does not water always fill up, tighten out into
every nook and cranny? I thought of myself
bursting into the tight, compact body of still water
lying across my bath, scattering it, flinging it,
raising it; and then I thought how the water would
win in the end, and form a new compact, tight level
above my body, calm and smooth-stretched from
side to side across the bath.
"Yes, Mr. Principal, sair; envy, malice, hatred,
and all uncharitableness are before us. So have the
ignominious students most ruthlessly repaid your
noble endeavour. They are without gratitude
within their hearts.
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